round with grave astonishment,, winged serenely by two

wings of hair* It was that Benbow girl, lie
to Umself, and he sat for a while, gazing into the sky.
The lights on the town clock were steadfast and yellow
unwinking in the dissolving distance, but in ail
other directions the world rolled away in slumbrous
ridges9 milkily opaline*

Her appetite was          at supper, and Aunt Sally

Wyatt mouthed her soft prepared food and mumbled
querulously at her because she wouldn't eat.

"My mother saw to it that 1 drank a good cup of
bark tea when I come sulking to the table and wouldn't
eat," Aunt Sally stated^ "but folks nowadays think
the good Lord5s going to ^em well and them lifting
no finger*"

"I'm all right/5 Narcissa insisted. "I just don't want
any supper."

"That^s what you say* Let yourself get down? and
Lord knows^ I ain9t strong enough to wait on yon. In
my day young folks had more consideration for their
elders." She mouthed her food unprettily^ querulously
and monotonously retrospective5 while Narcissa toyed
restively with the food she could not eat. Later Aunt
Sally continued her monologue while she rocked with
her interminable fancy-work on her lap. She would
never divulge what it was to be when completed, nor
for whom5 and she had been working on it for fifteen
years^ carrying about with her a shapeless bag of dingy 9
threadbare brocade containing odds and ends of col-
ored fabric In all possible shapes. She could never bring
herself to trim them to any pattern; so she shifted and
fitted and mused and fitted and shifted them like pieces
of a patient puzzle~pictures trying to fit them to a pat-
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